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         Entry 001-
10/23/2077
The outside world has crumbled under the weight of its own hubris, but here, we shall build a new society. Vault 93 is dedicated to the principles of Thelema—"Do what thou wilt." Here residents will pursue true will!
 Entry 002 - 10/30/2077
The initial days have been smooth. Everyone is settling in. Dr. Whitman is enthusiastic about our first communal gathering. The daily meditation sessions are helping people focus on their true wills. The children seem to adapt the quickest. It's almost eerie how easily they let go of the world above.
 Entry 003 - 11/15/2077
Strange occurrences have started. Marcus reported hearing whispers during the night. He insists it's just his imagination, but he's not the only one. I've scheduled a group discussion to address these concerns. We must be united and supportive. Entry 004 - 11/20/2077
The whispers are spreading. Dr. Whitman suggests it's a collective psychological response to our new environment. I've instructed everyone to keep a dream journal. Hopefully, this will help us understand.  Entry 005 - 12/01/2077
The dream journals are filled with disturbing entries. Many report seeing a dark figure, shadowy and indistinct, standing at the foot of their beds. It whispers their names, urging them to "do what thou wilt" in ways that are most unsettling. Dr. Whitman remains optimistic, claiming it's part of our subconscious adjusting to our new way of life. I However am not too sure. Entry 006 - 12/15/2077
Marcus is missing.
Juda our technician found his journal in the air filter. The pages are filled with frantic scribbles. "The shadows are alive," he wrote. "They call to me. They understand me." A search team has been organized, but there is a growing sense of dread among us. I've requested staff to do a deep cleaning of the vualt as residents have begun complaining of odd smells.  Entry 007 - 12/20/2077
More people have disappeared. There’s a growing fear that the whispers are real, not just a psychological phenomenon. 
As for the children, once so adaptable, have become distant and cold, Their clothes torn and dirty and their eyes reflecting something...Else.. I dont know..

  
Dr. Whitman suggests everything is going perfectly and there is no flaw in the vualt.  Entry 008 - 12/25/2077
My life, My work, It feels nothing but hollow now. The shadows have become more than just a figure in dreams. Last night, I saw it. Standing at the end of my bed,  it whispered my name,
it whispered the truth. it whispered promises of freedom if I would just "do what thou wilt." I can't shake the feeling of its presence, even now. Entry 009 - 01/01/2078

The new year brings no solace. More journals are filled with frenzied accounts of encounters with the shadow. Food supplies are running low. The hydroponics system is failing, despite no apparent reason. Engineers claim sabotage, but no one admits to it. Tensions are high. I fear we are on the brink of something terrible.
 Entry 010 - 01/10/2078

Dr. Whitman has locked himself in his lab. He rants about discovering the truth, about understanding the will of the shadow. He believes it’s a manifestation of our collective psyche, a test of our commitment to Thelema. He’s wrong. I know he’s wrong. The shadow is real. It’s watching us. Waiting

Some factions have taken to patrolling the corridors,
enforcing their will through intimidation and violence. Entry 011 - 01/15/2078
Another group has vanished. No sign, no struggle. Just gone. The remaining residents are either catatonic or hysterical. I hear whispers even in waking hours now,
a constant murmur that drowns out all rational thought. "Do what thou wilt."
"Do what thou wilt."
"Do what thou wilt."
"Do what thou wilt."

 But what is my will?

Chaos reigns. The security team has disbanded, Entry 012 - 01/20/2078

The air is thick with paranoia. Dr. Whitman emerged from his lab today, eyes wild, proclaiming he had communed with the shadow. He speaks of a ritual, a way to embrace our true wills fully. The residents are divided—some follow him, others hide in terror. I don't know what to believe anymore.  I narrowly escaped an attack last night,  Entry 013 - 01/25/2078

I can't trust anyone. The whispers have become screams. People are turning on each other, driven mad by their own fears and desires. Dr. Whitman’s followers have taken control of the main hall, There they preform rituals I hear chanting, Screaming and more, I see flashes of light under the door. They say they are close to understanding the shadow, to achieving true freedom.
I write this from a hidden room, but they are getting closer. The end feels inevitable.  This may be my last entry. They are outside, searching for me with a feverish intensity. The Vault has become a hellscape, a twisted parody of the utopia we envisioned. "Do what thou wilt" has descended into do whatever you want at any given moment. Entry 014 - 01/30/2078

The power has failed. Darkness envelops Vault 93. The only light comes from the flickering torches of the ritualists. The shadow is everywhere now, an oppressive  presence that fills every corner. I can’t sleep. I can’t think. "Do what thou wilt." The words are etched into my mind, driving me to the brink of insanity.
 Entry 015 - 02/01/2078
I am the last one left. The others have either vanished or succumbed to madness. Dr. Whitman preaches in the halls  of ascending, of joining the shadow in a higher plane of existence.   The silence is deafening. I hear my own heartbeat, feel the shadow’s cold touch. I must escape.
I can barely type this now; my hands shake with dread. I fear death, but more than that, I fear what comes before it. Entry 016 - 02/02/2078
I’ve decided on a plan to ensure my survival. There’s an old maintenance tunnel that runs parallel to the main vault corridors, long forgotten and rarely used. I’ve seen it on the schematics. Though the only way to access it is through children’s dormitory. More specifically the maintenance tunnel is only accessible through the ventilation in the children’s dormitory. The thought of what I must do next fills me with dread. I realize that to get through the tunnel, I need to shut off the gas in the ventilation system. This will cut off the air supply to the dormitory. The Children §nwill§r suffocate. Ill seal the dormitory from here and reroute the remaining oxygen to the tunnel. I have no choice. Forgive me, children. Forgive me for this is my true will. I must escape, no matter the cost. 

"Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law" 